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"What still reading, my dear Edith I'* 
said Mrs. Merton, with surprise to her 
daughter, as she entered the Library, 
" Still in the same place as when I left you 
two hours ago 1 I fear you will fatigue 
yourself with that book, my child, and am 
sorry to see that you already forget, that too 
close application to either study or reading 
has been strictly forbidden you — at least for 
a time. What work have you there, my 
love, that interests you so deeply? " 

" The Life of Miss Caroline Smelt, dear 
Mamma," said Edith, as she rose and placed 
the little volume on the table, " I have found 
it so very interesting, that time has past 
unconsciously away. I really was not aw^^^ 
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it was SO late/' added she, glancing at tbe 
timepiece, "I fear you have wanted me, 
mamma, can I do anything for you ?" 

" No thank you, my love,'* said Mrs. 
Merton, tenderly, "I have not wanted you 
this morning, only let me- again caution 
you, my child, on the subject of too long 
reading ; your health is still delicate, and 
those pale cheeks of yours, Edith,'' said the 
anxious mother, '^ speak volumes to my 
heart. For my sake let me request you, my 
dear, never to indulge for su6h a long time 
together, though the book be ever so in- 
teresting, wi&out taking a little quiet garden 
exercise, or gentle walk in the fresh air." 

^' Thank you, dear mamma," said Edith, 
as she fondly embraced her mother, ** I will 
indeed try for the future to remember your 
kind advice. Ob, how thankful I ought to 
be for such a mother i ' May God help me to 
be a blessing and a comfort to you." 

"Amen, my child, is my heartfelt re- 
sponse," replied Mrs. Merton. " A blessing 
and a comfort too you have already been. 
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^nd I trust, by tbe aid of Divine grace, you 
will be enabled so to contique till death shall 
part us." The last words were uttered with 
a trembling voice, and a tear gathered in 
the mother's eye; but hastily wiping it 
away, she cheerfully said, " I came, my dear, 
to ask you to accompany me into the town, 
as I am going to visit a few sick friends, 
whom I have not seen for many days past. 
Miss Ray, in particular, I am anxious to visit, 
for she is much on my mind» and I fear she 
will think I neglect her. Would you like 
to come with me, my dear? If it will not 
intrude upon your own little flock, over 
whom I trust you keep a watchful eye, I 
shall be glad of your company." 

" Thank you, dear mamma, for the oflfer, 
I shall be very glad to go with you, for I am 
anxious to know how you proceed when you 
visit the sick, and to hear what you say to 
jo them; I have not been with you for 
several months past, and I long to hear 
Jiow you commence the conversation, for 
I always feej as }{ my tongue werp tied^ 9P4 
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no power lell me to speak on the all-im- 
portant subject of religion, when I see a 
poor creature m agony. I want much in- 
struction here, ^ear mamma, I jSkssure you, 
for i feel I come far short in my feeble visits 
to my little flock, as you kindly term them ; 
and the knowledge of this defect, or iha- 
tility to speak on religion, deprives ine, 
t am sotry to say, of the pleasure 1 ought 
to feel in visiting the sick.'* 

" 1 fear you have forgotten the apostle's 
admonition," replied Mrs. Mertoii, *^ * Con- 
fess your fiaiilts one to another,' for had you 
unburdened yourself of the weight, whicH 
hs(s I fear for some time been a trouble to 
you, and opened your inind to ydiir mother, 
Ve might together have supplicated at the 
throne of grace that the * power of utterance* 
mi^ht be given you ; aidd that strength 
which Cometh from above would, doubtless, 
have been imparted, and witb heavenly 
vigour yon woiild havd gone forth to fefed th6 
Spiritual wants of tbe poor and needy; ]^tii 
hi im past smce; iny Edith, and iit fiitUre 
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never fear poiiring out your short coMiQ^s 
lind defects into your mother's ear, fbr she, 
likewise, fefels her great weakness, and can 
sympathizib with her child. Now go, my 
love, and get i^eady, and may the Lord him- 
self accompany us." 

As th^y walked along the quiet road, ad- 
ihiiing Bature's wintry garb, and thihk- 
ing all around them IbVely, thbtigh e\ttf 
leaf still wore the pearly drop or frozen 
snow, the heart of bolh mother and daugh- 
ter rose with fervent gratitude td Him, who 
decks alike in grandeur the mountain tops 
Ih winter, as the forest woods in summer, 
proclaiming loudly to the Christiah eai*, 
the hand that decks us is divine ! 

** Oh 1 yiMi a gl6iV doth ^^^orld put gti 
For liitn ^ho, %ifh a.fervent htort, gd^s foflh 
Under the bright and glorious ^y^ and looks 
0^ duties well performed, an^ days well spent ! 
Fdt hiM te wind, jr^, hnd the yefldw leif es, 
IStM hate & vbicbi and give him elocplent tedcfaings." 



'^Munma/' said Ediths after a long silence, ^ 
** what a very strange nolm. ^fe^* *5s«Si^ 
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entertains relative to acts of charity and 
mercy, and visits to the sick and destitute ; 
or rather, as she terms them, ^good works.' 
She had a long coqversation with me the 
other morning on this subject, and said that 
such visits ought to be left to the minister 
whose duty it was to feed the flock, and not 
to private individuals, as it was a very dan- 
gerous employment, and always led persons 
to trust in good works for salvation, supr 
posing that by them they should merit 
heaven. I was quite startled at what she 
said, for I thought we were particularly 
commanded to ' maintain good works,' 
(though not at all with the view or hope of 
merit). You do not hold such a doctrine as 
this, I am sure, mamma." 

'* Thank God, I do not indeed, my dear 
child I but though I say, and firmly too, that 
good worjts have no merit whatever in 
themselves, and cannot in the slightest de- 
gree atone for our sins ; yet I nevertheless 
loMntain that throughout the sacred volume 
we are instructed to * bring forth fruit/ * for 



we are luusf workiiaaipisbipf, created Uk C|^ns|t 
J6»is unto good wofk», -which Qod h^h 
before ordained tb^at we ^bould walk in 
them.' This is quite sufficieut for me, my 
dear, ^nd on the strength of these infallibje 
wo? ds I go foFtb^ from, a pure; sense of duty — 
not merit, to ekitbe the o^ked, feed t^e 
huDgry, and distribute^, aeeording to the 
grace given unto me, the bread of eteri^^i 
life to the weary and hungry soul. I should 
think yop] bad rather a severe time of it, 
Edith ; were you able to encounter yciu? 
antagonist courageously, or did your faith 
fail?" 

" It was not very strong at first, mainma, 
f must confess, for I think Mrs. Smith's* 
argument caused an uneasy feeling in my 
heart, and produced a little doubt in my mind 
relative to the necessity of private individuals 
performing acts of charity, and visits to the 
sick and poor, which are not always agree* 
able ; but something witbip whispered J was 
wrong, and in a moment the§e words of St. 

Paul rushi^d intq my mind, * Xha ^^^jj^^^jk^s. 
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of our warfare are not carnal/ and I im- 
mediately laid hold, though with a trembling 
bandy on the 'Sword pf the Spirit/ and 
with that I fought, mamma, and I hope with 
success, for it put my antagonist at least to 
silence, and I trust will eventually bring 
her to a * right mind* in these things." 

" God grant it may be so," replied Mrs. 
Merton. "He who deigns frequently to 
make use of feeble instruments to show 
forth His mighty power, and the spirituality 
of His own work, may, perhaps, make you, 
my child, the happy instrument of leading 
this dark mind to walk in the light of the 
gospel of truth. I have often felt grieved 
with our friend^s remarks on the subject of 
christian works, and have breathed many a 
silent prayer in her behalf, for I saw she 
was without God in the world. May the 
Father of Mercies preserve you my child 
from such gross error, and grant you grace 
to walk in His commandments all the days 
of your probation." 
Again they walked on Vn ^iVwvJi,^, each 
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absorbed in her own thoughts, till Edith 

somewhat suddenly exelaimed, ** Mamma ! 

I wonder you should take the trouble to 

continue visiting Miss Ray, she appears so 

ungrateful for the kindness both you and 

other friends show her, and never ceases, 

from one month to another, complaining 

about her trials and afflictions, while to me 

it appears she has every necessary comfort 

and constant attention. I do not derive 

any good myself by visiting her, for her 

everlasting complaint makes me feel both 

angry and impatient with her, and this 

spirit I know is sinful in the sight of God." 

"Tis true, my love,'Vsaid Mrs. Merton, 

'Uhat our friend is always complaining 

about one thing or another, and for ever 

talking about her troubles — even till she 

almost wearies those around her. Her*s is 

indeed a * mournful song,' and very grievous 

must it be in the eyes of a just and righteous 

God ; yet, nevertheless, we must not neglect 

her on that account ; in fact, my dear, this 

i> the very reason ^\i^ \ ^^^'sks^^^ Ns^^s^ 
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visits, hoping God may deign to crown 
my labours witii success ; and, though as 
yet I have not received the slightest en- 
couragement, I w3l work on, trusting in 
the Lord. You know, my child, we are 
Teminded *notto grow weary in well doing ;' 
and when we remember how patient our 
heavenly Father is to us^ward,— how long- 
suffering,-^ how loving and kind, — surely 
we cannot get impatient with our neigh- 
bour, or grow weary of imparting consola- 
tion to the afflicted, though he be ever so 
ungrateful for the blessing bestowed. For 
our encouragement, our heavenly Father has 
promised that we shall *reap if we faint 
not ;' and Ihave such strong confidence in 
Him, that I most assuredly expect, though 
at times I acknowledge it appears like 
'hoping against hope,' yet, nevertheless, I 
do expect ere long to hear the voice of joy 
and praise sound from the now murmuring 
lips of poor Miss Ray." 
^*Obl mamma^ Iwish I had such faith 
^nd conMence m God, and like ^<iM vj^t^ 
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enabled to throw the 'mantle of love' over 
the faults of others." 

'^ * Ask, and it shall be given you ; seek, 
and ye shall find/ said our Divine Re- 
deemer ; but forget not, Edith/* added her 
mother, with emphasis, ** that you both ask 
and seek * expecting to receive.' You must 
cultivate a prayerful spirit, exercising faith 
in the sure promises of God, for it is useless 
for us to go and prostrate ourselves at the 
throne of the heavenly grace, and plead 
for a blessing there, unless we believe that 
He is not only able but willing to bestow. 
You lament your lack of faith and want of 
love; how is it you have not more, when you 
have doubtless pleaded earnestly for it? 
How is it you still mourn the absence of 
these blessings, after having supplicated 
for them? Is God unwilling to grant you 
what you so greatly require, or does He 
turn a deaf ear to your earnest cry ? Oh, 
no 1 it is not this, for he even * waiteth to 
be gracious ;' but it is because you have not, 
like Jacob, wrealte^, dL<eXfc\\fitofc^ ^^ \.^>s^ 
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your Saviour go without His granting you 
a blessing. Is your nu)tber right, Edith? " 

"Oh, yes! perfectly so. You have in- 
deed spoken the plain truths mamma ; and 
I b^giiv to think; 1 have upt sufft9iently con- 
sidered the suhjcict of fa^tbu and , fear I have 
often askpd blessings from Gpd,, b,ee4less of 
V^l^ * faithi without whiph,' we are toW * it 
IS imppssibl.e to^ please Him*.', Oh I how 
ni,u/eb . I >yattt ! h,ow n^auy spiritual blessings 
Iiiepd!" 

*'. Not, more than Qqi is aile to give, or 
more than Hp. even ha^. in store for you, 
if you can call H[im|,Fat);ier, wbich^ blessed 
be Gpd, you can through. Diviae grace. 
Oh, be thai^kful for these desires».aad live 
in the spirit of prayer ! Faith, you know, 
is the. / evidence of things not seen ;' it is 
the Christianas $taff ; it is the anchprof his 
soul— and a mighty, ppwerM gift.it isl 
See the burdened soul, tossed about on the 
boisterous waves of life, toiling hard to 
walk with God, and hold converse with 
Jjeaven; earnestly struggUug agaiust the 
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world, self, and srtan ; niittiy titiiefts tekdy 
to ^ive ap in despair, thtnl3t(git ltnj)6ssitilfe 
that t)ne so vile, so earthly, SO tf eepJy polluted 
with sin, should l)e ever iiiadt^ *tildfetfdrH;Ke 
inheritance of the saints in light;* and just bh 
ttie point of exclaiming, *I can lioid out Wo 
niore, when faith lends a gentle aid,— imparts 
a little hope,— bestows a measure of courkgfe, 
—and thus, gtaduafly, the datkfeheA iM 
distinguishes a bright spot in ibe iieat^eti^ ; 
hope increases, faith rises higher stod yet 
higher still, untti it inoHints ftir beyotfd the 
gloomy clouds of ile^pair, rends the veil, 
and the soul, still trembling wldi fear, staiife 
in the presencB at a smiling Ood ; and ttte 
eye, aided by the poWer of faith, lifts the 
closed lid, and gazes with "^nder and de- 
light around, for to his astonished vtAw, 

« 

' The Invisible appears in sight !' 

Oh I my cWId, how many have been per- 
mitted to experience this po^er, and enjoy 
this rapture ! indeed, it is the privilege of 
all those who would b^ GtoSaM^ ^sn^xsS^^ 
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May our faith increase yet more and more, 
until every doubt be gone, and we can in 
one unclouded gaze fix the eye of our mind 
on Him who is^' the same yesterday, to-day, 
and for ever.' But here we are close to 
our friend's house; now begin this day, 
Edith, to exercise faith, and pray that your 
mother's visit to this sorrowful and mur- 
muring one may be crowned with a blessing 
which shall redound to the praise and glory 
of our Father in heaven." 

''How is Miss Ray this morning?" said 
Mrs. Merton to the servant, as she entered 
the neat and comfortable dwelling, '4 hope 
she is better, and gaining a little strength?" 

''Much the same as usual, thank you, 
ma'am," said the maid, with a sigh, " I see 
no improvement, and I begin to think I 
never shall, for MissRay is always in trouble, 
and constantly complaining that her friends 
forsake her, and that we are all cold iuid 
unkind ; indeed, we can never do anything 
to please her.' 

^^/ am sorry to hear you say so, Susan," 
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replied Mfs. Merlon, " for that must be very 
trying to you all; nevertheless, you must 
exercise a little patience^ and meekly bear 
with her weakness, 'considering your- 
selves, lest ye ^Iso be tempted.' God^ you 
knbW, is able to do great things for us, 
only trust in Him." 

As the servant opened the door of the sick 
room, and announced a visitor. Miss Ray 
rose upon her couch, and seeing Mrs. Mer- 
lon and her daughter, extended both hands 
to salute them> while a deep drawn sigh 
preceded the utterance of words. "So 
here you are at last," she at length ex- 
claimed, with a discontented air> ^'i thought 
you had qmte forgotten me; it is now 
nearly a fortnight since you came to see me." 

''I am sorry you have thought yourself 
forgotten, my dear," kindly replied Mrs. 
Merton, " for, indeed, you have been much 
on my midd^ and often have I remembered 
you at the mercy seat, and prayed that 
heaven's choicest blessings might rest uii^qiql 
you; but having laeetk ^ \jr«M^^\ «i^\isssa»» 
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for the last week or more, and confined 
to my bed for two days from a severe cold 
' on the chesty I have not been able to pay 
you that attention which I feel so happy 
to give, particularly when it is desired. 
But 1 hope you feel better than when I last 
saw you, and that your spiritual consolations 
have increased. Can you yet cast your 
every care at the feet of Jesus?" 

*' I am sorely tried, and sorely afflicted 
too," cried the invalid, "every comfort 
seems withdrawn, and loneliness and suf- 
fering seem my bitter lot ; while God Him- 
self hides His face from me. My own sister, 
who professes io much love for me, has not 
been near the house for more than a week ; 
and when she does come in to visit me, 
she is sure to tell me I am always complain- 
ing, and that she cannot bear to hear me 
murmur, while so many comforts are mine. 
Ah ! she does not know what I suffer, or • 
she would not talk like that I I would I 
were but in my grave ! 

Talk not thus, my dear,'" ^\&.1At^.^^- 



^t' 
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ton, " for that is very sinful ; your heavenly 
Father will call you away when He sees fit, 
wait patiently His own good time, and, 
while He graciously lingers, 'prepare to 
meet thy God !' But 1 do hope, my friend, 
you know where to apply for real solid 
comfort ?" 

" I hope I do," muttered Miss Ray, " but 
I think God is very unkind to afflict me 
thus, for I have done nothing, I am sure, to 
merit such an affliction as this." As she ut- 
tered these words, the door opened, and the 
clergyman's wife entered, bearing on her ' 
arm a little basket, which was well filled 
with two fine bunches of first-ripe grapes, 
just gathered fresh from a greenhouse. 
Gently approaching the couch of the invalid, 
she* asked in kind and soothing words, as 
one well acquainted with the necessary 
tone and language required when tending 
the sick, " If Miss Ray felt a little better ?" 

" No, indeed, Mrs. Grey, I am not any 
better," replied she, " in fact, 1 think I get 
worse and worse ; to^ Vitk% ^w^ '^^^?^ ^- 
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fliction depresses me greatly, and ihe con- 
tinued coldness of my brother and sister 
adds much of bitterness to my cup of 
sorrow. I do not think they care for me 
in the least, now that I am laid by/' 

" They are not quite so cold as you think 
them, Jane," replied Mrs. Grey, cheerfully, 
"and to prove what I say, behold these 
fine grapes which I have brought you from 
your sister, with many warm and kind 
wishes for your speedy restoration." 

"But why did she not bring them her- 
self," hastily enquired Miss Ray, " I think 
she might have done that, without troubling 
you ; but it is just like her." 

" Do not talk thus, Jane ; your sister's 
little baby has been very ill — indeed, on the 
point of death ; and she herself has been 
distracted with violent pains in the head, 
both night and day, obtaining little or no 
rest, or, be assured, she would not have 
been so long absent. Think her not forget- 
ful of you, for you are, I am sure, ever in 
her thoughts ; and 1 Ihiuk \ ma>i ^l«lx 
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say I never meet with her, but you and 
your aCOiction is ever the chief subject on 
which she dwells, and her earnest desire 
is your spiritual, as well as temporal, good : 
she longs to see her dear sister more sub- 
missive to the will of her heavenly Father. 
But I must hasten away. Try, my dear, amid 
all your sorrows to cultivate a thankful spi- 
rit, for you have indeed many mercies ; seek 
peace and comfort within your own heart, 
and then outward trials and afOictions will 
be more easy to bear. You still have that 
Friend who * sticketh closer than a brother ;' 
He will never forsake you, so long as you 
cleave to Him, and iske shelter beneath 
His protecting wing." 

" True, Mrs, Grey, I have ; but it is very 
difficultH^t least for one so sorely tried as 
I — always to trust in Him." 

''But the afflicted Job did, Jane, and he 
was sorely tried — not only in his own per- 
son, but in his family too— and yet amid all 
he was enabled to say, ' Though He slay me 
yet will I trust in HimV %xAL>!w5^^'^si& 
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ierce, keen arrows «f sorrow entered bis 
very soul, lie was able ia ttie d«rk and 
dmdy day of triallo say, 'Tbe Lord 'gave, 
and the Lord batth tdsMm away ; Uessed be 
the name of the Lord 1' Try, my dear, to 
imitate his spirit of resignatioa, for nievier 
will you be happy while yotf trust to, or 
expect so much from, man,— ndther happy 
in your own soul, or a Messing to those 
around you. Look ibo Jesus 1 and cease, I 
pray you, that mournful song. Apply to 
Him for strength, for He alone is able to 
supply your every want ; in fact, He is the 
true strength of the weak, for to them that 
have no might he imparteth strength, and 
consolation to the broken in heart. Repose 
your weary frame on the bosom of your 
Lord, then shall your peace flow as a river, 
and your righteousness as the waves of the 
sea. But, indeed, I must leave you now, 
and apologize for this long visit, seeing you 
have kind friends waiting to impart some 
words of spiritual comfort, I doubt not^ to 
jvur disqvdeieA soul. Good moruiag> my 
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dear ;— >now try to trnst^ iii the ' Roek of 
Ages !'■ " 

As she closed the door, Mrs. Merton exr- 
ctaimed, '^ What an exceUenf lady that is, 
wb%t a sweet Gbristian woman ! I am glad 
she visits yeu, Mtes Bjay> for her advice is 
good, and yoa canaot buit; derive benefii 
from sueh Mad admonitions and: Christian 
cou»sel." 

'^Yesv she is a very excellent and kmdl 
frieadj" replied the invalid^ *^ but idie dqes> 
not know what it is to be afflkiied as .1 am^ 
or so helpless r* and h^e another deep, 
drawn and burdened sigh: with difficulty 
burst forth. 

" True, ray dew, she does not; but that 
is noi reason why you should' thus mourn 
over and liament your owoi trials. 0h 1 
try," said Mrs. Merton, wi*h pious emotion,. 
'^tOflookimore at your mereies> than at your 
sorrows,, for you have yet many blessings^ 
aad much cause for gratitude ; endeavour 
earnestly to cultivate a more thankful spirit. 
I have brought with me ^ ^X^'i ^•W3K^^^.^^ 
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which I thought you would, perhaps, like 
me to read to you; it was written by a 
very dear friend of mine, and I think the 
subject will interest you, for it is on af- 
fliction, and I trust it will be of some ser- 
vice too, and lead you to see the folly— -yea, 
the sin of trusting in an arm of flesh." 

"Thank you; I should be very glad in- 
deed to hear it, for I can read so little at a 
time, now that my poor side is so bad. But 
draw nearer the fire, Mrs. Merton; and 
you. Miss Merton, do not sit so far away, 
you must be cold there by the window." 

" Not at all, thank you. Miss Ray," replied 
Edith, with a smile, "the room is very 
warm and comfortable ; but before mamma 
begins reading, let me shake up your pillow, 
for I fear you are not lying easy." And the 
kind girl came forward, and with the great- 
est possible care, as one who well knew 
how to smooth a sick-bed pillow, supported 
the sufTerer on one arm, and with the other 
made the couch, so far as human skill was 
able, a bed of |3ase. 
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When all were again composed andseated, 
Mrs.Merton said, "This little work was much 
blessed to me some years ago, when I was 
passing through * deep waters,' and much 
inclined to expect too much from man; 
indeed, the tale was, I believe, written 
immediately after a bitter complaint I one 
morning made in reference to what I then 
considered sore trials and undeserved pun- 
ishment. Thank God, 1 view these things 
differently now, and consider afOiction, 
bereavement, and trial, as the message of 
God's love to me, and blessings in disguise. 
But I will read it. 



" MARTS AFFUCTION. 

'^Methought one bright summer's day, as 
busy fancy wandered like a gay butterfly from 
flower to flower, that I beheld a fair young 
girl, pensive and sad, reclining on a couch^ 
apparently in great pain and extreme rest- 
lestness. As I gazed upon her with sorrow^ 
/ wondered much to ^e OTi<b ^ '^^^ss^% ^i»^ 
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fair in smh dreadful angui&b, and earoestly 
wifibed I might be the xneaof of imparting 
some comfort^ bowever i^maU. Warm tear$ 
of ftympatby ran freely down my fece, wbile 
anger rose witbin my breast, and throbbed 
my flattering heart, and bitterly did I mur- 
mur agaioftt that Being whom mortals call 
the 'God of Love/ I stood for a while 
gazing with wonder and excitement, while 
angte filled my very soul, as I saw the 
poor sufferer turn from side to side in 
search of ease, but apparently finding none, 
till, presently, I saw a friend enter and ap- 
proach the couch of the sick girl, and per- 
ceived great alarm in the countenance of 
the stranger, who with kind and tender 
feeling enquired how she felt? 

'* 'Oh! I am much worse, Lucy,' she 
replied, *and I fcel very restless and un- 
comfortable; the swelling in my knee has 
increased greatly, and I suflfer much pain 
all over. Can you do something for my 
reJiefr 

^I wish I oould, dear Hai^ •, vsvfti^ft^, \ 



*4 
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wish I could bear your palfl. Boi tvhy did 
you not send for me before V said Ltiey, 
soothingly^ as she looked with gmt atili^ty 
and tehderness Into the languid faee ot her 
friend, ' you know, dear, that I always Wiih 
to be near you when you are ill. But What 
does Doctor Lane say ?' 

** * I have not seen him, Lucy, neither do 
I intend it, for I hate the very dight Of a 
doctor, and tremble when they cotiie near 
me; beside*, I can doctor myself vefry well, 
so do not press me to see one/ 

"Though Lucy tried all iU her power to 
convince her that it was absolutely necessary 
to have medical advice, yet it was all to ho 
purpose, for she Would hear of no sueh 
thing ; therefore, sitting on a stool by her 
side, she anxiously ga^ed ofa the flushed 
cheek and languid eye of her re^tlesi^ friend, 
hoping »he would ere long yield to her eft- 
treaty; but having made several attempts, 
and finding her immovable, she at length 
said, ^ Then I can be of no service, my dear, 
for I would not dare risk tfcmt 55pttev55<ia*V^^ 
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by applying what might be very injurious 
and only add to your sufferings. I will look 
in again early in the morning, when I hope 
I shall find you better/ So saying, she em- 
braced her friend, and bade her good night. 
^* According to promise, and, indeed, ere 
the morning sun had fully risen on a new 
day, Lucy stood by Mary's couch. During 
the night the swelling had greatly increased^ 
and inflammation was spreading rapidly. 
Seeing her more calm than on the previous 
night, Lucy made one more attempt to pre- 
vail on the restless girl to have advice, and, 
with much persuasion, she at length con- 
sented. Dr. Lane was then sent for in 
haste, and with speed did he obey the sum- 
mons. The first thing done after examining 
the wound, which had, through the appli- 
cation of various ointments, prescribed by 
different friends, broken in the night, was 
to wash it, which Dr. Lane himself did, 
with all the tenderness and care of a fond 
parent ; after which, he encouraged his pa- 
tJeat with the hope, if she would strictly 



ORy NEVER GROW WEART. 29 ' 

abide by his orders, that in a few days all 
would be right again. He then applied a 
soothing balm, and bandaged up the whole, 
with a strict command that it should on no 
account whatever be removed, as he him- 
self would attend to its removal. ^ Let her 
be kept perfectly quiet,^ added he, address- 
ing Lucy, ' and on no account allow the 
bandage to be taken off.' 

" Lucy remained with her friend some 
hours, and after seeing her comfortably 
settled, and in a tranquil sleep, she hastened, 
for a short time, to her own home. Finding 
her mother very unwell, and anxious to 
perform the sweet duty of tending and sooth- 
ing one so dear, it was not tiU late in the 
afternoon that she was able to return to her 
friend ; but leaving her fond parent, with 
confidence, to the care of a faithful domestic, 
she flew to Mary's room, anxious to mix as 
much, as in her power lay, of friendship's 
soothing balm with the hitter cup of her 
afflicted friend; but what was her alarm 
on enteriAg the rooixi, \ft toA^vs^ Nsj^^cssr 
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very act of showing thie wound to her cousin, 
who had just called in to see her. 'Oh I 
Mary^ what are you doing?' cried Lucy, 
while t6ars started in her eyes, ' You know 
strict otders were given that the bandage 
should not he removed.' 

" 'I know il^ Ltcy, yefy tvell; but I 
wanted to look at my knee, and show it to 
Annie. It has been dreaidfully painful ever 
since you left/ 

'* * I hope you had not removed the hid- 
algo befoi'e/ said Ludy, with great anxiety. 

'* ' Indeed I have I' replied Mslry, in a 
very irritated tone, ' and more than oncd 
tck), and all my friends except you, Lucy, 
kindly dylnpatUi^e with me, tbey do not 
Mamd me as you do ; and Mrs. Green gave 
liie soihe continent, which she said she was 
sui'e wohld sdotbe and relieve me. I do 
not think you really care nmch for me, for 
you are always finding fault with, and 
led;iiring me. You do not know what I 
aufSer, or you would not talk as you do, 
/^t rather do something to e«L*e uift. NxvA, 
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indeed I must look at it again^ or 1 shall 
certainly get distracted, it smarts so dread- 
fully 1 Ob! what shall I do?' and in a 
second the bandage vras off. 

" * My poor restless child/ said Lucy, 
tenderly, *yott may be bitterly sorry for 
this by and bye. Oh ! do try and be more 
composed and patient, and use not, I be- 
seech you, otheir means than have already 
been prescribed by yoat phy^cian. Let 
me gently change the position of your leg, 
as that may procure some slight relief, and 
I will go immediately in search (A a nurse, 
until the arrival of your parents, for I am 
quite sure it is necessary that Margaret 
should have assistance during the night.' 

''As Lucy was absetit a considerable 
length of limie, finding it difQcult to pro- 
cure a faithful nurse, many friends called 
on the sick girl, to whom she would un- 
dress the Wound, to show how great her 
sufferings were, and to seek a kind word of 
sympathy and condolence from each one^ it 
BeemeA her only solace atA\3«l\Ki. 
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** A nurse being at last obtained, sbe was 
burried to attend on Mary, and commissioned 
Xo keep her as still as possible, and to pre- 
vent the application of any ointment. 

" Before leaving the house, Lucy saw her 
friend comfortably settled in bed, and to all 
appearance more composed and calm ; then, 
seeing that all was as she wished, and the 
kind nurse ready to supply the every want 
of the invalid, she once more kissed the 
flushed cheek of Mary, and softly whis- 
pered, 'Trust in God: He will Himself 
make all your bed in your sickness. Trust 
in Him, dear Mary, for He is the. God of 
love. Good night.' 

" Towards morning, excruciating pains 
came on again violently, and it was with 
great difficulty the nurse could prevent the 
feverish and irritable girl from again tearing 
off the bandage. The good woman did all in 
•her power to soothe the sufferer, and for a 
time was successful ; but, alas ! in a violent 
£t of agony, wildly throwing off the bed 
covers, sbe tore off the bandage, wA Qw.Qe 
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more applied some ointment, (which she 
had secreted under her pillow). The poor 
nurse was in a state not to be described, 
for she saw in that wild act of the restless 
girl how desperate was her case ; but in 
a calm mild tone she soothingly said, ^ Use 
not that vile ointment, my child, it is as 
poison to the wound. Come, let me gently 
wash it oflF with the sponge, and nicely 
wrap it; up again, then you shall lean upon 
my shoulder, and try to get a little sleep.' 
And the kind woman placed herself on the 
bed, in a position to hold the sufferer in 
her arms, supporting her on her bosom. 
* Now try to compose yourself, my child, 
and get a little sleep.' But in vain did she 
softly place that weary head on her kind 
breast, or fondly hold her in her arms, — 
all, all was in vain ; ^ Oh ! nurse, do put 
something to my leg !— do give me ease !' 
was the constant cry. 

** ' I wish 1 could, my poor child,' replied 
the nurse, tenderly ; 'but, though I cannot, 
your heavenly Father can ; lewv Q\!L^BSflsi^^Js\ 
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dear, for He is able to support and comfort 
you. Take a little more of tbis mixture, 
and tben I will turn you on tbe otber side, 
may be the change of position will ease 
you.' 

'' Thus all was done that positively could 
be thought of, and every attention paid; 
but at length inflammation began to spread 
rapidly over the body^ which, the nurse 
perceiving, hastily sent off Margaret in 
search of Dr. Lane, requesting bis imme- 
diate attendance. In the meantime Lucy 
came in, and with intense anxiety depicted 
on her countenance, exclaimed, * Can I do 
anything for you, dear Mary? Can I get 
you anything 7' 

*^ \ Put something to my leg 1 look at it I 
Oh! what shall I dor 

'^ At this moment the doctor entered, and 
in one glance saw the danger ; but patiently 
bearing with the restless and irritable pa-* 
iient, he examined the wound most carefully, 
and seeing it again required the painful 
operation of washing, immediately prepared « 
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himself for the task ; but, alas ! it was too 
late, mortification had already begun its 
work, and very soon Mary was a lifeless 
corpse! 

'' Ah 1 thus it is, me thought, as I mused 
in silence, while gazing on the lovely form 
before me, as she lay in the cold embrace 
of death,-<*-I see it now I And thus it even 
is with us, as regards the varied afflictions 
and trials of life, — ever ready to talk about 
our sorrows, and tell our every grief to our 
n^hbour, or, may be, our bosom friend ; 
enlarging each drop of woe that is mixed 
in our daily cup of blessings, we, as did 
did that lifeless form before me, seek com- 
fort and sympathy from feeble man, instead 
of applying to that kind and gracious Being, 
who alone is aUe to soothe the weary and 
afflicted child of earth With the only true 
balm of consolation. Alas 1 that we should 
thus trust in an arm of flesh, and lean on a 
worm 1 forgetful of that Divine comn^and , so 
full of meaning, ' cease ye from man.' 

^* He who has pioimeftL %\^^ ^^s^%%Nss^ 
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As Mrs. MerioH i^sed tbe liUle fampblet, 
Ifi^ Ray, wiibigTeateiHottonfliDd streaming 
eyeSy esidasmaiy '^ Oh, Mrs. Merton, I fear 
tbal I t€K» taave been ^seeking comfort and 
eoasobktion from man, instead of seeking it 
in iardd alone. Alas I 1 tkave been sbowing 
my wound to botb neighbours and friends 
for more than a twelvemonth past, instead 
of ^ipplying to the great Pbysician, and sub- 
iiUtiqg myself t^ His remedy and cure, 
lidw igreat^y bave I sitmed I and yet I knew 
bettor. O God, be merciful to iae a sinner 1*' 

"Blessed be God, imy dear," said Mrs. 
Mertoia, ^as isbe raised Jbier eyes ito heaven, 
''ithat He Jhath iheard our prayer, and that 
the Ught bm again shone upon your soul, 
and that tbe oever-failing Spirit hath yet 
once more softened your rebellious heart 
of stone. You have indeed grieved your 
heavenly Father by repeated wanderings, 
and bitter complaints ; but behold His love I 
while you were yet hardened in unjust re- 
pinings against His wise dispensations to 
you. He visits you yet once more ; and 
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gently, as your feeble ^al can b^af , He 
rfwws you youp sin, and discloses to tb^eye 
of your mind your want of confide»ce attd 
lave. He casts a look upon yoii ; yoa me^t 
His gaze, and thai soft mild look of f<>V^, 
fronl Him yoii have grieved-— reftts^d— de- 
nied, breaks y^r hard heart, and like Peter 
you * weep bitterly.' But, com^, my fellow 
sinner," said Mrs. Mertoii, as she beheld 
the agony ot the weeing penitent, *Uake 
courage ; there is ^till a m«rey-seat, and a 
throne of grace, ope» and accessible fbr 
fallen man ; there is still the * fountain Gpeh 
for sin and uneleaness.' C^wtte and humble 
yourself ftclfere fmt God; left Him hoKr 
greatly yott have sintned, for, peradt^ture. 
He may poioPr tfac^ balm of Gilead into your 
wounded soul, and say even to you, * Daugh- 
ter, thy sins which are mdhy are all for- 
given thee.'" 

** Oh, p*ay for noie,** cried Miss Hay, in 
agony, *<if you think thei^ ft hope for ofne 
so vite ! 66d be merciful to txve. ^%\s!*sfe^" 

As Mrs. Merl*fekTle\V.>ftc^\?^^^XJ^^^^^^^'^ 
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mourner, and pleaded on her behalf mercy 
at the hand of God, for the sake of Him 
who came to seek and to save that which 
was lost. ^' Oh I blot out all her transgres- 
sions, and once more cause the light of Thy 
reconciled countenance to shine upon her. 
Oh! give her power we humbly beseech 
Thee, for the sake of Jesus, to call Thee yet 
once again * Abba, Father.' " 

For a considerable length of time the 
little party remained in silence on their 
knees, each breathing their wishes to the 
throne, and pleading mercy for the sake 
of Jesus. It was a solemn moment, never 
to be forgotten. At length Mrs. Merton 
rose, and kindly taking Miss Ray's hand in 
her's, asked, '^U she had obtained any 
comfort?" 

"1 have 1 I have 1" she exclaimed, " but, 
oh ! I cannot speak, my heart is so full !" 
And then with lifted eyes, while mingled 
tears of joy and sorrow traced one another 
rapidly down her face, she clasped her 
^siids with fervour, and ciM> 
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* Unloose my stammeriDg toDgue to tell 
Thy love immense,— unsearchable !' 

" All — all is forgiven 1 Heaven smiles 
upon me, and Jesus whispers in my ears, 
* Go in peace, and sin no more/ But can 
it be," she added thoughfuUy, with eyes 
cast down, " can it be that I am forgiven ! 
I so vile, so ungrateful, so unworthy ! 
'Bless the Lord, my soul, and all that 
is within me bless His holy name,' for He 
hath poured the balm of Gilead into my 
deeply wounded and guilty soul before it 
was too late I And thanks to you, my pre- 
cious friend," added Miss Ray, as she wept 
upon Mrs. Merton's shoulder, *' thanks for 
your forbearance and love to one so un- 
deserving and ungrateful. I never can 
repay your kindness in thus untiringly 
visiting such a cold and thankless creature 
as I, but God will," she added, while her 
whole countenance beamed with gladness, 
" He will Himself reward you abundantly." 

" Thank you, my dear," replied Mrs. Mer- 
ton, ** but I do not lecsoit^ ^\s^ \<53q®:\5is.\s«®«^ 
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you, indeed, I have <ioBe nothing to merit 
such a thing; I have only done my duty. 
Give God the thanks, for to Itini, and Him 
only, are they due. Very greatly *► I 
rejoice with you, and sinc^ely trust that 
the pardon and peace which has in such 
rich mercy been hestowed upon you, witt 
increase yet more and more, even to the 
perfect day, — yea, until your whole soul be 
lost in God. I must now bid you good 
morning, leaving you in His hands, * whose 
eyelids never sleep.' '* 

" God bless you, dear Mrs. Merton," re^ 
plied Miss Bay, tenderly, as she embraced 
her, '^ and reward you for all the pai»s you 
have taken with such a discontented bdiBg 
as I have been ; you wilt have your reward 
because you have not grown weary in well 
doing, though I have said enough to dis- 
courage you many times. God bless you! '* 
said she, ghtly clasping Mrs. Merton^s 
hands in her's. '^ May 1 ask a great favour 
ot you before you go?'* daid Miss Ray, 
timidly. '* Will you tdnAYy c«XV otiicc^ ^v 
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ter, and request her to come and speak to 
me as soon as convenieoit, I want to ask 
her forgiveness for all my Mtter words and 
unkind remarks. Oh ! how ungrateful I 
hdive been !" 

"I shall be most happy to call on your 
sister, my dear, and tell her the good news, 
which I am sure will rejoice her greatly, 
for she loves you very tenderly. And I am 
glad too," continued Mrs. Merton, " to find 
that you remember those solemn words of 
our Lord, so seldom heeded in our day, * If 
thou bring thy gift to the altar, and there 
rememberest that thy brother hath ought 
against thee, leave there thy gift before 
the altar, and go thy way, first be recon- 
ciled to thy brother, and then come and 
offer thy gift.' May (jod bless you, and 
may His peace and consolation rest with 
you. Once more, farewell." 

As Mrs. Merton and her daughter walked 
homewards, Edith, after a long silence, eoc- 
claimed, '^^Oh, mamma, wJiat a lesson you 
have taught me torday I Ite^ \s»xs5^^2^ 
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and ashamed I feel at having wished you 
to relinquish your visits to poor Miss Ray. 
I hope God will pardon my past uncharita- 
ble spirit, and grant me grace from hence- 
forth to work heartily as unto Him, and, 
like you, dear mamma, to labour on without 
growing weary, howsoever discouraging or 
unpleasant that work may be." 

" So He will, my child," replied the pious 
mother, " if you put your trust in Him, and 
depend on Him alone for the help you need ; 
and while you work, never forget to remem- 
ber and acknowledge, that if God graciously 
deigns to employ you, you must work as 
for Him, and leave the result of the whole 
matter in His hands alone. Our business 
is to do what He commands or sets before 
us, not to choose the work or profit, and 
our sole object must be His glory, from 
beginning to end. Alas 1 alas I that we so 
soon grow weary, and that our hands so 
hastily hang down ; that we so soon get 
discouraged by the coldness and ingratitude 
of our fellow creatures, whom we feebly 
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seek to comfort and assist, while we our- 
selves are so cold and ungrateful towards 
that great and gracious Being who from 
day to day — ^yea, from hour to hour, bears 
with our repeated wanderings and base in- 
gratitude, and still continues to hold out 
His arms of love and mercy to induce us to 
return, and put our trust in Him. Oh, 
Edith, my child, we have each of us great 
cause for humility and self abasement, — 
much to lay us low in the dust, — much to 
teach us forbearance and love ! Oh that 
you and 1 may from henceforth devote our 
selves more to Him who has done so much 
for us; and with renewed vigour labour 
on without* weariness, remembering the 
word of promise, *Ye shall reap if ye, 
faint not !' " 

FINIS. 
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